TO  MY  LADY  E.   C.                  233

A SOLDIER

I AM a man of war and might,

And know thus much, that I can fight,

Whether I am i? th' wrong or right;

Devoutly.

No woman under heaven I fear,                             5

New oaths I can exactly swear,
And forty healths my brain will bear

Most stoutly.

I cannot speak, but I can do

As much as any of our crew;                                10

And if you doubt it, some of you

May prove me.

I dare be bold thus much to say:
If that my bullets do but play,
You would be hurt so night and day,,                   15

Yet love me.

TO MY LADY E. C. AT HER GOING OUT OF ENGLAND

I MUST confess, when I did part from you,

I could not force an artificial dew

"Upon my cheeks, nor with a gilded phrase

Express how many hundred several ways

My heart was tortur'd, nor, with arms across,               5

In discontented garbs set forth my loss:

Such loud expressions many times do come

From lightest hearts: great griefs are always dumb.

The shallow rivers roar, the deep are still;

Numbers of painted words may show much skill:         13

But little anguish and a cloudy face

Is oft put on, to serve both time and place:

The blazing wood may to the eye seem great,

But 'tis the fire rak'd up that has the heat,

And keeps it long.   True sorrow 's like to wine:           15

That which is good does never need a sign.

My eyes were channels far too small to be

Conveyers of such floods of misery: